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And fo I was,which plainly fignificd, 

That I fhould fnarle, and bite,and play the dogger 
Then fince the Heauens haue fhap’d my Body fo, 

Let Hell make crook’d my Minde to anfwer it, 

I haue no Brother, I am like no Brother: 

And chis word [LottcJ which Gray-beards call Diuine, 
Be refident in men like one another. 

And not in me: I am my felfe alone. 

Clarence beware, thou keept’ft me from the Light, 

But I will fort a pitchy day for thee : 

For I will buzfce abroad i'uch Prophefies, 

That Edward {hall be fearcfull of his life. 

And then to purge his fcare, lie be thy death. 

King Henry, and the Prince his Son aretgone, 

Clarence thy turnc is next, and then the reft, 

Counting my felfe but bad, till I be beft. 
lie throw thy body in another roome. 

And Triumph Henryjnthy day ofDoome. Exit. 

Floetrijh. Enter King,.Queens,Clarence,.Richard,.Hafiiugs, 
Nurfe,and Attendants. 

King. Once more we fit in Englands Royall Throne, 
Rc-purchac’d with the Blood of Enemies: 

What val iant Foe-men, like to Autumnes Corne, 

Haue we mow’d downe in tops of all their pride ? 

Three Dukes ofSomerlet, threofoid Renowne, 

For hardy and vndoubted Champions: 

Two Cliffords ,as the Father and the Sonne, 

And two Northumberland}: two brauer men,' 

Ne’re fpurr’d their Couriers at the Trumpets found.' 
With them, the two braue Bear e%,pyarwicitc Montague, 
That in their Chaines fetter'd the Kingly Lyon, 

And made the Forreft tremble when they roar’d. 
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Thus haue we fwept Sufpui<^fo^ ou 
And made our Footftoole of Security * 
Come hither Befe, and let me kiffe mv . 

Yong Ned, for thee, thine Vnckles,and mvf,!r 
Haucm our Armors watcht the Winters nlS*’ 
Went all afoote in Summers fealdine hear*’ 

That thou might’ft repoffeffe the Crowne in „* 

And of our Labours thou {halt rcape the <»,• ”' ace ’ 
Rich. He blaft his Harueft, if your hefd »!’ . . 
For yet I am not look’d on in the world. W ' te H 
This fhoulderwas ordain’d fothicke, tohea 
And hcaue it {hall fomc waight, or break* c , 

Worke thou the way,and that {halt execute^ ^ aC ^’ 
King. Clarence and Glofter ,loue my louelv On 
And kis your Princely Nephew Brothers both''*"' 1 
Cla. The duty that I owe vnto your Maiefty 
I Seale vpon the lips of this fwcet Babe. y> 

Cla. Thanke Noble Clarence ,worthy br™u . . 
‘Kjch. And that I loue the tree fro whence fn 
Witneffe the louing kiffe I giuethe Fruite ^ tan 8^ ! 
To fay the truth,fo Iudas kift his mailer, * 

And cried all haile.when as he meant all harme 
King. Now am I feated as my foule delights 
Hauing my Countries pcace,and Brothers loues' 

C/a What will your Grace haue done with JlL,., 
Reynardhct fither,to the King ofFrance ^ 
Hath pawn’d the Sicils and Ierufalcm, 

And hither haue they fent it for her ranfome. 

King. Away with her, and waft her hence to France- 
And now what refts, but that we fpend the time 
With {lately Triumphes, mirthfull Comicke fhewes 
Such as befits the pleafure of the Court. 

Sound Drums and Trumpets, farWell fowre annov, 

For heere I hope begins our lafting ioy. Exmtmm 
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Xhe Tragedy of Richard the Third: 

with the Landing of Earle Richmond, and the 

Battell at Bofworth Field. 


Qjfltus Trimui. Scoena 'Trima. 



Enter RJchard Duke ofGlofler folia. 

Ow is the Winter of our Difcontent, 
j Made glorious Summer by this Son of Yorker 
I And all the clouds that lowr’d vpon our houfe 
sS j,, the deepe bofome of the Ocean buried. 

Now are our browes bound with Victorious Wreathes, 
Ourbruifed armeshung v P for Monuments; 

Our fterne Alarums chang'd to merry Meetings; , 

Ourdreadfull Marches, to deiightfull Mcafurcs. 
Grim*vif*^’d Warrc, hath fmooth’d his wrinkled Front: 
And now, in Head of mounting Barbed Steeds, 

To fright the Soules of fcarfull Aduerfarics, 

He capers nimbly in a Ladies Chamber, , 

Tothelafciuious pleafingofa Lute. 

But I, that am not {hap’d for fportiuetrickcs, 

Nor made to court an amorous Looking-glafle : 

I, that am Rudely ftampt, and want loues Maiefty, 

To ftrut before a wonton ambling Nymph: 

I, that am curtail’d of this faire Proportion, 

Cheated of Feature by diffembling Nature, 

Deform’d, vn-finifh’d, fent before my time 
Into this breathing World, fcarfe halfemade vp. 

And that fo lamely and vnfafhionable. 

That dogges barke at me, as I halt by them. 

Why I (in this weake piping time of Peace) 

Haueno delight to paffe away thetime, 

Vnleffe to fee my Shadow in the Sunne, 

Anddefcanc on mine ownc Deformity. 

And therefore,fince I cannot proue a Louer, - 

Toentcttaine thefefaire well fpoken dayes, 

I am determined to proue a Villaine, 

Andhace the idle^leafures of thefe dayes. 

Plots hauel laidc, Indu&ions dangerous, 

By drunken Prophefies, Libels.and Drcames, 

To fet my Brother Clarence and the King 
In deadly hate, the one againft the other : 

And ifKing Edward be as true and iuft. 

As I am Subtle, Falfe,and Treacherous, 

This day (hould Clarence clofely be mew’d vp; 
AboutaProphefie,which fayes that G, 

0(Edwardsbtyxcs themurcherer fhall be. 

Diue thoughts downe to my foulc.herc Clarence comes. 

Enter Clarence , andBrakenburyguarded. 
Btother,good day: Whatmeanes this armed guard 


That waites vpon your Grace ? 

Cla. His Maiefty tendring my perfons fafety. 

Hath appointed this Conduit,to conuey me to th’Tower 
Rich. Vpon what caufc ? 

Cla. Becaufc my n3me is George. 

Rich. Alackc my Lord.that fault is none ofyours : 

He fhould for that commit your Godfathers. 

O belike, his Maiefty hath fomc intent, 

That you (hould be new Chriftned in the Tower* 

But what’s the matter Clarence,] may I know ? 

Cla. Yea Richard,when 1 know: but I proteft 
As yet I do not; But as I can learne. 

He hearkens after Prophefies and Dreames, 

And from the Croffe-rowpluckes the letter G : 

And fayes.a Wizard told him,that by G, 

His iffuc difinherited (hould be. 

And for my name of George begins with G, 

It followes in his thought,that I am he. 

Thefe (as I learne)and luch like toyes as thefe. 

Hath moou’d hisHighncffe to commit me now. 

Rich. Why this it is,whenmen arc rul’d by Women : 
*Tis not the King that fends you to the Tower, 

My Lady Grey his Wife, Clarence ’tis fhec. 

That tempts him to this hatfh Extremity. 

Was itnotfhee, and chat good man of Worfhip, 
yinthony yPoodeulle her Brother there. 

That made him fend Lord Haftings to the Tower ? 

From whence this prefent day he is deliucted ? 

We arc not fafe (flarence, we are not fafe. 

Cla. By heauen,I thinke there is no man fecure 
But theQueencsKindred,and night-walking Heralds, 
That trudge betwixt the King,and Miftris Shore* 

Heard you not what an humble Suppliant 
Lord Hafiingsv\ris,(ot her deliucry ? 

Rich. Humbly complaining to her Deitie, . 

Got my Lord Chamberlaine his libertie. 

He tell you what,I thinke it is our W3y, 

If we will keepe in fauour with the King, 

To be her men,and weare her Liuery. 

The iealous ore-wornc Widdow,and her felfe. 

Since that our Brother dub’d them Gentlewomen, 

Are mighty Gofsips in our Monarchy. 

Bra. I befeech your Graces both to pardon me. 

His Maiefty hath fttaightly giuen in charge. 

That no man fhall haue priuate Conference 
(Of what degree foeuer) with your Brother. 

' Rich./ 



























































































